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and her mother were home again, immured within their
green secrecy, depression once more closed in on them.
They knew no one. They had nothing to do except prepare
for, and try to recover from, the visits of Leopold and his
drizzling-box; or, when Stockmar came to see them, to lay
their despair before him. He, in his turn, found some relief
in complaining of his own ills, of indigestion, sleeplessness,
and the bad air at Marlborough House, and even of Leopold,
who, so he said, neglected him.
Karoline had had a bustlingly happy life in Berlin, a
delightful mixture of work and amusement, and the contrast
made her present aimless existence the more intolerable. As
the purposeless hours crawled by, her thoughts would turn
back to what she had lost. Now she would exclaim how at
that very moment she would, if in Berlin, be starting off for a
rehearsal: or that now her fellow actors must be in their
dressing-rooms getting ready for the play. Madame Bauer,
as miserable as her daughter, could only advise patience
till it was definitely decided whether she should marry Leopold
or return to Germany.
But worse was before them.
One day at the end of June Stockmar rode up to their door
exceptionally early, and in a state of fuss. He brought a
packet of letters for Karoline from Berlin which, so he told
her, he had opened to make certain that she was not writing
indiscreetly to her friends about herself and Leopold. As far*
as she herself was concerned he had found nothing to censure
but, in perusing her letters, he had discovered, to his extreme
annoyance, that rumours had got about that she was over in
England as Leopold's mistress. Even the King, Friedrich
William III, who took a great interest in the stage and knew
the Bauers personally, was anxious, and demanded information.
Madame Bauer called on the name of God. Karoline burst
into tears.
Stockmar tried to calm them, and said that that very day he
would force the prince to say definitely whether he intended
marrying Karoline or not. If not, "then he, Stockmar, would
the next day take her back to Germany himself.
It is evident that Stockmar realized by now what a mess
he had got his cousins into, and he allowed that if he had
ever guessed that Leopold would behave in this peculiar
manner he would never have suggested their leaving Berlin.
Now, determined to bring Leopold to book, he rode off
strung up with determination*